Preparing a Feast
passes. Their women, dressed in black like the Beduin,
with a small turquoise on one side of the nose and anklets
to their feet, carry the produce to market on their heads;
or, if there is much and it is far, they hang it on either side
of a white donkey, of which the owner sits loosely on the
tail. If you stop, however, and talk to them, they will
wake from the dream of their labours, and answer in a
pleasant enough manner, and give you news much like an
English farm-hand on all points except the weather, which
their piety does not allow them to prognosticate, even if
the deluge plainly threatens; for they are still religious,
having neither the self-reliant independence of the Beduin
nor the weak open-mindedness of the town.
One day E. asked me to go down to Rustum, which is
the Government farm near the Diala, to see the peasants
celebrate their annual banquet with a bonfire.
We were still in the last days of Ramadhan, so there
was no question of dinner till after sunset, and as we
reached the whitewashed mosque of Rustum village we
found the crowd already gathered in early twilight, and
great preparations going on in the matter of cookery in
the women's part of the village huts. The men were
squatting about in ample cloaks, speaking little and quietly
as is the Moslem way on a holiday, the only animated
part of the scene being the right-hand corner by the mosque,